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XIV.

They sought, together, climes afar,                     235

And oft, within some olive grove,
When even came with twinkling star,

They sung of Surrey's absent love.
His step the Italian peasant stay'd,

And deem'd, that spirits from on high,           240

Round where some hermit saint was laid,

Were breathing heavenly melody;
So sweet did harp and voice combine,
To praise the name of Geraldine.

XV.

Fitztraver !   0 what tongue may say                  245

The pangs thy faithful bosom knew,

When Surrey, of the deathless lay,
Ungrateful Tudor's sentence slew ?

Regardless of the tyrant's frown,

His harp call'd wrath and vengeance down.        250

He left, for Naworth's iron towers,

Windsor's green glades, and courtly bowers,

And, faithful to his patron's name,

With Howard still Fitztraver came;

Lord William's foremost favourite he,                 255

And chief of all his minstrelsy,

XVI.

FITZTllAVER.

'Twas All-Souls' eve, and Surrey's heart beat high;

He^ heard the midnight bell with anxious start,
Which told the mystic hour, approaching nigh,

When wise Cornelius promised, by his art,         260
To show to him the ladye of his heart,

Albeit betwixt them roar'd the ocean grim ;
Yet so the sage had hight to play his part,

That he should see her form in life and limb,
And mark, if still she loved, and still she thought of

him.                                                            265